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Graphite 
by Punkin Carcass 


Summary 


English wasn’t the best, nor was it the worst class Travis had to take. Mainly, he dozes off 
or reads books his father wouldn’t approve of. One day, in a moment of boredom and very, 
very mild teen rebellion, he writes a small quote on the old wooden desk in the back of the 
room. 


He never expected someone to write back. 


AKA: Travis writes on his desk and someone starts responding. 


Good/Bad 


As far as English classrooms went, Mr. McDanials’ was about a 7/10. There was nothing 
particularly wrong with the man, (aside from his oddly effeminate way of dress), but there was 
nothing specifically good about him either. Same went for the room it all took place in. Travis 
zoned out most days, staring at the walls and the floors to pass the time. There were brightly 
colored posters and quotes along the walls, shelves covered with 20 year old books on the one 
closest to him. 


He sat in the back left corner, far from the teacher and even farther from the door. There wasn’t 
much wrong with his desk, either. Aside from the foul words carved into the edges and the 
annoying amount of black nail polish flakes on the floor each day. 


They were, stereotypically, reading Romeo and Juliet in class. McDanials paced back and forth, 
holding a worn copy of the play in one hand and scratching his beard with the other. Class was 
going slow; it seemed even more drawn out than normal. Travis yawned into his sleeve, resting his 
chin on his palm. This far back, Mr. McDanials didn’t pay as much attention, meaning the boy 
could read just about anything he wanted without getting in trouble. 


A library copy of The Picture Of Dorian Gray sat open on the desk, covering up a lewd phrase 
etched into the wood. He was at the very beginning, reading the same page over and over, trying to 
process the words. It was difficult. 


A single line stood out among the others. Travis liked it, because it shared his same mindset. The 
thought for a split second about taking out his house key and shoving it into the wood—no, of 
course he couldn’t. If he was caught it would only mean trouble. 


Something impermanent, maybe? Yeah, that could work. He slowly slips his hand into the open 
backpack at his feet, pulling out a nice, wooden pencil with bite marks in the eraser. He looks back 
and forth between the line and the corner he writes it in. 


“Books are well written, or badly written. That is all.” 


- Oscar Wilde 


The bell rings suddenly, startling almost every student. McDanials sighs, tossing the stapled papers 
backwards onto his desk and waving his hands. Everyone stands up and bolts toward the door, 
spilling into the hall, ready to get to the last period. 


Travis puts his stuff away slowly. This was one of his favorite periods— besides lunch, of course. 
It was low energy and he didn’t have to think much, just lie his way through essays to get by. 
McDanials seems to like him enough. It’s easy. 


Travis is the last one out the door, the teacher smiling softly when he catches his eye. Travis ducks 
and hurries away. 


In the halls, he brushes (or shoves) himself past Sally Face and his gaggle of friends. Larry Johnson 
makes a snide comment, but for once Travis doesn’t feel like snapping back. Maybe he was just 
too tired. 


Chaos 


Chapter Summary 


Badda bing badda boom, Tony, the gays are here 


The next day, Travis is sat alone at lunch, huddled in the last stall of the boy’s bathroom, the same 
book from yesterday sat in his lap as he read. 


He gets further through than he did before, leaving off at the start of the third chapter. It wasn’t 
good or bad. Kind of boring, in Travis’s opinion, but he stuck to it. 


This book was a small sign of rebellion against his father, who, upon seeing the list of books 
recommended for 10th grade honors English (a class which Travis was interested in), went into a 
fit of anger. He had no clue who Walt Whitman was, but his father tossed the list into their 
fireplace at the sight of his name. 


The first book recommended was The Picture Of Dorian Gray. The second he saw it in the library, 
he checked it out. 


When anyone would enter the bathroom, Travis would go completely quiet, barely breathing and 
not daring to flip a page. His feet were already kicked up, resting the heels of his green shoes on 
the handrail shabbily screwed into the tile wall. 


“Tt’s not cat meat, Larry.” An exasperated voice echoed through the room. Travis froze when the 
sound of two different footsteps paced. 


“T’m telling you, dude, something funky is goin’ on with the pepperoni pizzas.” Larry Johnson: Of 
course. That typical stoner voice was extremely recognizable. And it was Sally Face with him. He 
was monotone and diplomatic; easy to pick out. 


“Don’t even make me think about it—* the sink turned on. “Bad enough my pen exploded, now 
I’m gonna be stuck thinking about all the missing cat posters around the apartments.” 


“Hehe, sorry, man.” 


Travis takes a deep breath as soon as the door shuts behind them. A minute later, lunch is over. He 
waits a few moments longer before leaving the bathroom and walking to McDanials’. 


The kids all file in, the teacher sitting on top of his desk, the play copy in his hand again. Travis 
pushed through people to his corner seat, setting his bag down and taking out whatever he needed 
to make it look like he was doing the work. While bending down to his bag, words that weren’t his 
own caught his eye. 


“But music was not articulate. It was not a new world, but rather another chaos, that it created in 


” 


Us. 


- Oscar Wilde 


oe oe 


... who— 


“Mister Phelps?” McDanials calls from the front of the room. “If you would start us off: act 2, 
scene 2, page 8 in your book. Read until Juliet’s exit.” 


Travis snaps himself out of his tiredness enough to turn to the right page and begin reading. Eyes 
turned to him uncomfortably. 


When he finishes, Mr. McDanials nods. He cleared his throat and directed all attention towards 
himself, describing the words in detail, translating to current English. Travis actually felt like 
paying attention today. So he did. 


He usually hated romance. Especially reading and discussing it. It reminded him too much of all 
the things he hated, (mainly about himself). He made it through about 3/4ths of the class, paying 
full attention to what was being said. But, after a while, his mind started to drift. Further and 
further away, the same shade of light blue flashed behind his eyes. 


There was no spare pieces of paper on him, so after his eyes dragged over a particular line in his 
book, he grabbed a pencil from his backpack yet again. 


“His romantic, olive-colored face and worn expression interested him. There was something in his 
low, languid voice that was absolutely fascinating.” 


- Oscar Wilde 


The bell rings, snapping him out of his stupor. Suddenly, Travis is very aware of what he just wrote 
on the desk. “Olive-colored,” yeah, right. Who the fuck was he kidding? 


A few words, violent and poisonous, wracked through his head like a mantra. He squired the pencil 
tightly in his hand as students scampered out. It went very quiet, very quickly. 


There was a hand on his shoulder— Travis jerked away, his pencil snapping in half in the process. 
It was McDanials, looking worried. 


Before he could say a word, Travis had shoved everything into his bag and ran to the door. He 
couldn’t see Sally Face, not now. Instead, he turns right and decides to loop around. He’s sweating, 
heart racing and chest heaving from nothing at all. 


Dammit. 


Singsong 


Chapter Notes 


Warning for mentions of throwing up 


Travis stayed up late that night finishing his book. He hid under the covers, a flashlight in one hand 
and a Bible close by in case his father walked in. Just a couple more chapters in, he realized why 
his father disapproved. 


Maybe he would ask the Honours teacher for another list. Maybe he would read every book on it. 
This was...undeniably queer. Undeniably something worth hiding. If Travis saw anyone reading 
such things in the hallways, he was bound to make a remark. Mental, or otherwise. 


He tries remembering as much as he can from that list, writing them down on scrap paper from his 
binder. The first thing that came to mind was The Outsiders by S.E. Hinton. That had to be read in 
middle school, too, but Travis’s father had refused to let the school give him a copy. 


“Travis?” There was a knock on his bedroom door. He panicked, throwing the book under his 
pillow and flipping through his Bible. “I’m coming in,” 


His mother entered the room. Her eyes were always a bit sunken. Desaturated brown hair laid on 
her shoulders limply, and her mouth was stuck in a constant downturn. 


“Tt’s nearly midnight, Darling. You need to get to bed.” She said, propping herself on the door 
frame. 


“Yes ma’am, I’m sorry.” 


“Just...go to sleep before your father sees.” Her eyes drift to his pillow case. The corner of the 
book is peeking out. Travis shoves it back quickly. “Goodnight, Dear.” 


“Goodnight, Mother.” 


As soon as she leaves, he tosses the copy into his backpack and doesn’t touch it until the next 
afternoon. 


He doesn’t risk anything. 


He skips lunch the next day and goes to the school library instead, returning The Picture Of Dorian 
Gray in favor of The Outsiders . The librarian, a younger woman who always wears flannels, gives 
him an odd look as he pulls out his student ID. 


Travis reads in the bathroom again. Last stall like always. He can’t put the book down, eyes 
furiously scanning each page before turning it. 


His father...would hate this. 


Boys with long hair, people who steal, fighting and cars and violence and attractive guys— 


Someone walks into the bathroom. Travis jumps, putting his hand over his mouth. His face is 
burning. Is he sick? He didn’t eat any cafeteria food, so it was unlikely... 


He pulls his feet up onto the toilet bowl and tries to breath slowly. It’s two people, like before. 
Sally Face and Larry. He hears shuffling before a deep exhale. 


“You didn’t have to get on the floor, y’ know.” Sally says. 


“Gotta check to make sure nobody’s there, man.” 


Well he’s pretty bad at checking, then. Travis swallows. 


“Still gross...” there’s a pause, then he continues. “Have you noticed Travis being off recently?” 


He blinks. No, there’s no way Sally Face talks about him with people, no way he watches and 
knows and pays attention to Travis. No way he cares in any way, shape or form. 


“T usually try and keep that asshole as far out of my mind as possible, so no.” Larry scoffs. “Why?” 


“He never comes to lunch, his eyes are weird, like unhealthy. Did you notice him zoning out at 
least?” 


“No clue.” 


“You aren’t always helpful.” Sally teases, and Travis hears a shove. Maybe a punch to the 
shoulder? 


“Who cares anyway? He’s been tormenting you all year!” Sally Face tries to speak, but Larry cuts 
him off. “Why do you even bother?” 


“Tt’s not that bad!” Travis feels ready to vomit. This sudden, sick feeling is riding up his throat. 
“We...We don’t know what goes on behind closed doors, dude. I’ve said that before.” 


“Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Go back to your gay book club with Maple and Neil.” 


“You can’t just call everything gay just because you’re bi—* 


“Yes I can.” 


They were gone a moment later. Travis took a couple deep breaths, lowering his feet to the floor. 
His face is burning, hot and sticky. He could go to the office, but they would do nothing besides 
letting him lay in the uncomfortable cot for a while. 


He decides to read until the start of chapter three in The Outsiders before the bell rings. He doesn’t 
put the book back into his back this time, instead carrying it. On his way to English, a somewhat 
familiar girl with gray hair looks him up and down, but quickly disappears into the crowd. 


He plops the book on his desk in the back of the room, pleased to find another quote there. The 
two first quotes were semi-faded, but the newest was bold, like the person pressed really hard 
while writing. 


“He repeated her name over and over again. The birds that were singing in the dew-drenched 
garden seemed to be telling the flowers about her” 


There was no line that said who it was from, but Travis remembered the line from The Portrait Of 
Dorian Gray. Something about the quote made him...angry. Disgruntled, uncomfortable, annoyed. 


He takes everything from his bag, listening to McDanials vaguely. He skims back through the 
pages he read, looking for something to write. 


“He would kill the next person who jumped him. Nobody was ever going to beat him like that 
again. Not over his dead body...” 


- SE Hinton 


He decides that it’s fine for now, then shuts the book. Mr. McDanials calls on him to read a 
passage, so he focuses on class for the rest of the day. 


Chat 


Bologna day. It’s finally blessed bologna day. He eats in the cafeteria this time, sat at the edge of a 
table with a group of friends on the other end, ignoring him. He’s fine with this, though. Now he 
can have peace and quiet (as much as there can be at Nockfell High) as he eats. 


A couple tables to the right is where Sally Face and his group sit. They’re mostly quiet apart from 
Larry. Three of them have books on the table, right next to their lunch trays, but from a distance, 
Travis can’t make out the titles. He finally realizes who the familiar girl from the other day was: 
because she was sitting next to a short, green haired boy, head propped up on her palm, watching 
Larry from across the table with glazed-over eyes. 


Next to the green boy are Todd and his... his... Travis prefers not to think about it. It’s hard to 
ignore when they’ re holding hands. He suddenly thinks back to the quote he wrote on the desk the 
day the Person started responding. 


He watches how the two boys look at each other. His stomach turns. He doesn’t feel like 
continuing his sandwich all of the sudden. A heavy pit forms in his stomach. 


Without much prompting, Travis drops the food back into his tray and bolts to the cafeteria door, 
slamming it open. There’s no one else in the halls. He makes his way to the boy’s bathroom, and 
there’s no one there, either. Travis goes to the last stall and locks it, crumpling to the floor in the 
corner. His legs are shaking, all of him is shaking. 


He grabs at the sleeves on his sweater, rubbing up and down on his arms. Fuck. What was 
happening? Why was it happening? 


The door to the bathroom opens, making Travis curl into himself, trying to hide. Familiar shoes 
walk across the tile, then they stop and there’s a knock on the stall door. 


“Travis? Are you...okay?” 


All the hate, all the venom and disdain and disgust that has been building over the past school year 
is just...gone. It’s vanished, and Travis is too tired to worry about sounding mean. He’s too sick to 
try and bite back. 


“What’re you doing here, Sally Face?” 


“Making sure you’re alright. You left in a hurry,” he says. 


“T’m fine.” 


Instead of leaving, Sally Face sits down on the disgusting floor, and he slides Travis’ backpack 
under the crack. He had left it in the cafeteria when he ran. 


“Fuck off,” Travis replies. There’s no hate in his tone. “Fuck off, Sally Face.” 


“T’m just trying to help.” Sally says. “Do you need anything? I can go get a nurse if you want, or 
your sandwich.” 


“Just go away!” He kicks the stall door, making the boy on the other side jerk away. 


“Will that make you feel better?” 


“Ves! 


Sal stands. He nudges the backpack with his foot, pushing it closer to Travis. He also bends down 
and plops a book onto the floor. The Outsiders. Had he left that behind, too? He snatches it 
feverishly. 


“You left that on your seat.” Sal shuffles. “It’s a good book, I think you’ II like it. Lots of, uh, 
subtext.” 


“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Travis snaps. But he’s right. Even in the first few 
chapters, Sal is right . And that’s the worst part about it. Because Travis likes it. 


The other boy must have picked up on the panic in his tone. “It’s nothing. I’m sure you’ ll figure it 
out.” 


But he knows Travis has already figured it out. They both know. But there’s this unspoken 
dialogue between them. It seems Sal always has unspoken things to say. 


“W-Whatever, just leave me alone.” Travis curls into a ball, clutching the book close to his chest. 


Sal walks to the door, and, all the way from the other side of the room, he mutters. 


“You’re so damn stubborn.” 


Then he leaves. 


Whisper 


Travis is relieved when he finds a new quote on the desk, along with a message scribbled below it. 


“Though it’s easy to pretend, 
I know you’re not a fool,” 
- George Michael 


You alright? Last quote seemed off. 


Travis feels like punching whoever this person is the second he finds out. A George Michael 
quote? Really? Travis doesn’t have...a problem with him, specifically, but he’s one of the many 
musicians that his father refuses to play in the house. The only reason Travis knows what song the 
quote is from is because they played it at homecoming. 


As for the question...he scowls at the messy scrawl. 


I’m fine. He writes, and the passive aggressive-ness radiates off the graphite. And George 
Michael? Seriously? 


“Mister Phelps?” McDanials calls from the front of the room. Travis looks up, face dropping from 
its previous scowl. “Please pay attention, this lesson will be important.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


He takes everything out of his backpack and props his head in his hand. He leaves his book in the 
bag, though. He couldn’t focus on much of anything after his conversation with Sally Face. 


A gross, warm feeling is creeping up his neck, which is odd, seeing as it’s the end of fall. Travis 
rolls his sweater sleeves up, but the warmth is still there. 


Mr. McDanials tells everyone what page to turn to, then calls on a few to read. He keeps a close 
eye on Travis throughout the lesson, just as he has for the past week. Concern bleeds through his 
expression whenever he looks in the boy’s general direction. 


Before he knows it, the period is almost over. Most kids are paying more attention to the clock 
than to the teacher. With two minutes left, Travis feels guilty about his reaction to the person. He 
doesn’t have it in him to ignore. Or, he does , but the idea of making the person upset is 
maddening. 


“Tonight the music seems so loud 

I wish that we could lose this crowd 

Maybe it's better this way 

We'd hurt each other with the things we'd want to say” 


- Careless fucking Whisper 


The bell rings as he writes the last words. 


Silently, he packs his bags, shoving The Outsiders down to the very bottom. Travis ducks his head 
down as he leaves, avoiding Mr. McDanial’s eyes. 


Pen 


Chapter Notes 


I just wanted to say thank you all for the kudos :) 
Also, I deeply apologize for irregular updating schedules as I have ADHD and my 
brain fucks with me often 


Travis starts keeping track of every quote that was written on the desk. He remembers most of 
them, and prints them neatly on a spare piece of paper from his binder and tucks it in the far back 
of his planner. 


The warm feeling from yesterday never really leaves, especially when he thinks of the Person. His 
mother had noticed, but father was away far too often to pick up on anything abnormal. She peaks 
into Travis’s room every now and again, offering food and warm tea. That wasn’t making him feel 
any better. Nothing really did. 


Well, he supposed you couldn’t feel better when you were already amazing. 


Travis also wasn’t dumb: he knew what a crush was, obviously. But he didn’t know what it felt 
like until...a certain name that he cursed himself for thinking of in the first place. 


Travis pulled the rubber band from his wrist and let go, the sharp pain making him wince. It was a 
stupid little thing he started doing to make himself stop thinking. It didn’t work often. 


That dumb shade of blue had decided to lock itself in his mind, and it wouldn’t leave no matter 
what. 


It was everywhere. The cover of The Picture Of Dorian Gray ? Blue. The little notes he made to 
himself in his Bible? Blue inked pen. Even the stupid flowers his mother had decorated the kitchen 
table with were a painful, bright, beautiful blue. 


Along with the margins on the quote paper, Travis also attacked his wrists with blue inked pens. It 
was a dumb fantasy, that Sally Face was the Person, but it was one he couldn’t get out of his head. 


Stars and hearts and crescent moons rode up his forearms. Curving their way around his freckles 
and bruises, contrasting with his deep skin tone like paint on wood. 


It was sickening. 


He showered twice that day, once in the morning, and another time to get rid of all the ink. It was 
nearly midnight when he was done. 


While sitting on his bed, toweling his hair dry, his thoughts (once again) drifted back to Sally Face. 
Or, Sal? No, nonono, that was too personal. It felt too close. 


Their conversation in the school bathroom had been quick and relatively meaningless. To Sally, at 
least. Travis couldn’t get it off his mind, replaying the words said over and over and over and— 


He snapped the band on his wrist and inhaled sharply. 


And, fatefully, when Travis went to bed that night, he dreamt of blue. He wasn’t quite sure if it 
was a dream or a nightmare. 


Church 


The weekend is relatively uneventful, he spends all of Saturday reading The Outsiders and shuts 
the book when he’s done with chapter 6. Travis tries to drag out the book as much as he can, but 
it’s difficult when he’d rather read it than eat. 


At one point that same day, his mother gave him two bucks to get a drink at the gas station a little 
ways behind the church. He was almost there before he saw Sally Face and his guy friends, and 
dove in a stranger’s bushes to hide as they passed by. 


He wasn’t exactly sure when he decided to start avoiding them, maybe sometime after he started 
regularly drawing on himself. It was, decidedly, the best course of action to ensure he didn’t end up 
even more enamored with them than before. 


Sunday was church, as always. People from all around Nockfell clambered into the building, some 
dressed better than they would wear to a family member’s funeral. That was how things were, in 
that part of the county. 


Travis sat at the very front, as always, and listened to his father as he droned about subjecting 
yourself to sin. People nodded as he spoke, calling out a small ‘amen’ every once in a while. 


Travis was too distracted doodling paisleys onto his ankle. 


After church was...interesting. They go to a 50’s themed restaurant for lunch, along with a few of 
his father’s...friends? Subordinates, perhaps? Travis is forced to sit next to one of their daughters. 


She’s stiff and polite, and her favorite color is gray. 


He keeps a distance. 


Their small conversation goes nowhere in the two hours they spend at the diner. Instead, Travis 
zones out, thinking of his books and the Person and Sally Face. 


He already has a quote planned to write down on Monday. 


Glare 


Chapter Notes 


A longer chapter as a treat :) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


On Monday, Mrs. Packerton has everyone do a surprise quiz on geometry. Travis is struggling 
through it, even though he isn’t even halfway done yet. Behind him, he hears papers flipping over. 


Strangely, he feels someone staring, too. 


He ignores it, though he could easily turn around and see who. He doesn’t want to lose points on a 
test he’s already going to fail. 


He skips two questions and flips his paper just to look like he isn’t behind. Travis bounces his leg, 
his shorts falling higher above his knee, revealing moons, planets and stars he drew in the locker 
rooms during PE. 


PE is, by far, his least favorite class. It’s uncomfortable and weird, and Travis feels like melting 
every time he has to change with other people nearby. 


Math isn’t much better, considering it’s his worst subject and everyone is smarter than him in 
comparison the second he enters the room. 


“Mister Fisher, I understand you’re finished, but please put the book away.” Mrs. Packerton says 
from her desk. “Class, when you’re finished with your tests, move onto your homework for 
tonight.” 


Travis stiffens. He fights against himself to turn around and glare, and instead snaps the rubber 
band at his wrist. Of course, Sally Face is already done. 


It’s small, but he gets a stab of anger. Jealousy and hatred and anger all bubble below his skin. He 
wants to break his pencil and throw the pieces at Sally. He wants to scream or say something bad 
or hurt him or— 


And then it just...passes. 


The anger is gone in a split second, and it’s replaced with shame. 


Travis grips the edge of his paper, crinkling it. The boy sitting to his right gives him a worried 
look. 


He hasn’t had a mood shift like that in a while, not for two weeks, at least. His mother gets them, 
so does Aunt Cheryl, especially when she’s drunk. He assumes it’s genetic, because all three of 
them flip on and off like a toddler who just discovered light switches. 


It’s the main reason why he acts the way he does to Sally. He doesn’t... hate the other boy. 
Definitely not that strongly, if so. It’s just the things he does that Travis can’t do himself. It’s more 
envy than anything. 


And he takes his anger out on everyone else. 


It’s easier than dealing with it himself. 


“Mister Phelps, is there a problem?” Packerton asks. 


“No, ma’am.” His voice scratches, barely above a whisper. He doesn’t talk much outside of school, 
and he hasn’t spoken a word since Sunday afternoon. 


Lunch passes quickly. Travis let’s himself read half of chapter 7 as a reward for not leaving his test 
completely blank, and eats in the cafeteria as far away from Sally Face as possible. 


Walking to English, he notices posters for a Halloween dance coming up and has half a mind to 
tear them off the wall. 


McDanials isn’t there. In his place is a young woman who’s smiling too brightly and greeting 
everyone as they enter. He sits down, deciding not to engage at all today. Mr. McDanials is the 
only reason Travis gives a damn about English to begin with, though the boy isn’t sure why. 


He looks down at the desk and reads the newly printed note that must’ve been written during 
lunch. 


“This mellow thighed dude just put my spine out of place” 


-David Bowie 


Travis forgets how to breathe. 


Chapter End Notes 


If there are any bits of constructive criticism or notes for improvement, I’m always 
open to hearing them! 


City 


Chapter Notes 


Double chapter upload woah :0 


Travis learns that those were not the right lyrics after school, when he heads straight to the only 
record store in Nockfell and pleads with the cashier to listen to whatever song that was from. 


“Mellow thighed chick” are the right words, so that means the Person just...changed them...to have 
a homosexual connotation. Somehow that makes everything a bit worse, and he feels like covering 
his face in his hands for the entire song. 


From the way they write and speak, Travis already knows that it isn’t a girl. But that last line was 
the nail in the coffin. 


He leaves his own quote, of course. It doesn’t match the tone at all, but below the crude song 
lyrics he copies the poem from page 77 in The Outsiders . And he’s sure, after listening to the 
whole song, that Suffragette City by David Bowie will haunt him for weeks. 


His mother questions why he gets home late, and Travis blames it on getting caught up talking to 
someone from church on the way. She takes his word for it. 


He barricades himself back into his room, finishing any homework for the day (ignoring math), 
and finishing a chapter and a half more of his book. 


He also writes the two new quotes onto the paper in the back of his planner, making sure to write 
the correct lyrics down instead of the Person’s... revisions . 


After all, he’d get in less trouble for sexualizing women than he would discussing homos. 


Hours later at dinner, father is off in some sort of meeting, and his mother sits across the table, 
watching him push his food back and forth across the plate. 


She asks if he’s sick. He denies. She checks his cheek and forehead, says he’s hot, and watches as 
he swallows medication. 


He falls asleep an hour later. Whether it be from the meds or not, he dozes peacefully, clutching 
The Outsiders to his chest above the covers. 


Sob 


Chapter Notes 


Sorry for late upload :/ 


Warning: this chapter might be upsetting if you have a sensitivity to authority figures 
or described panic attacks 


When he wakes up, the book is gone. 


Travis panics instantly. He doesn’t bother seeing what time it is before searching. He checks 
everywhere; his backpack, his nightstand, under every cover and fold and crease of his blanket and 
sheets. 


It’s nowhere, and that’s when he starts feeling sick. 


It’s a different sick than yesterday, or what he has been feeling the week prior. This is worse. A 
hot, guttural, disgusting feeling that rises in his chest and sets threateningly behind his eyes. The 
door to his room is slightly ajar, but it was fully closed the night before. 


A headache pounds with every step he takes. Travis sprints to the living room. Nobody. Kitchen? 
No one. He finally turns a sharp corner, almost slipping with his socks on the tile, and comes face 
to face with his mother. 


She’s sat at the table. The blue, blue flowers are dying. The faded color seems so far away from 
how they looked just the night before. 


His stomach sinks when he sees The Outsiders in her hands. From how far in she is, she’s on a 
page where they’re at the church. The worst possible point in the book for his mother to read. 


“Mother—*“ his voice cracks as if he’s still twelve. “It’s—it’s for school. Mr. McDanials wanted 
me to get ahead of Honors so I—* 


It was a lie. A blatant lie. And Travis was good at lying. It was this sole instance, this singular 


moment, when he falters. 


“You know what your father would say.” She says. Her voice is flat, neutral; but the look in her 
eye is more an expression of pity than anything else. “What did he say last time?” 


“T-I know! I know I shouldn’t have it, but you always say how you want me to be good in school, 
and I figured—* 


“If you want better grades, stop getting distracted in math instead of focusing on other classes you 
don’t even take.” 


“T’m sorry.” And he really does mean it. Not sorry that he did it in the first place, more so the fact 
that he was caught. Caught with something gross and wrong. 


His mother sets the book on the table and sighs, sounding angry. Pressure builds behind his eyes, 
and Travis can feel the sting in his nose. She clears her throat. 


“This morning, your father got a call from Thomas Barber. Do you know who that is, Travis?” 


“No...No, ma’am.” 


“He attends church on Christmas and Easter. He’s also a cashier.” She folds her hands. “At the 
local record shop.” 


Oh. 


After the first tear escapes out of Travis’ eye, the others don’t stop. He reaches up to scrub them 
off his cheeks, but there are always more, so many more. He shakes, uncontrolled and violent. 


His mother continues, and with each word she says, Travis feels himself losing it just a bit more. 


“He called to tell us about the music you were requesting to listen to. You know the rules, Travis. 
When has there ever been a time when such media was allowed in this household?” 


His legs buckle, he crumbles to his knees. Breathe...breathe... but he can’t. The Person— that’s 
who he should be mad at. If they hadn’t written that stupid lyric in the first place, if they hadn’t 
changed them to mean something else— he would have been okay. 


His eyes sting worse than anything Travis has ever felt before. The sleeves of his sweater are heavy 
with tears, and he hasn’t cried this hard in so long, it’s a shock. 


His attempts of a deep breath come in and out in broken sobs, each one wracking through him like 
punches to the sternum. For a second, he thinks he’s dying. It feels like he is. 


“Please, please , | won’t do it again! I swear, Mother!” He fights through hiccups to get the words 
out. “Give me the book— I’ return it! I will, I swear just please, ” 


The woman is standing in front of him now. He reaches a hand up to clutch the hem of her 
sundress. He keeps muttering; a shaky mantra of ‘please, please mom I swear’, until his voice goes 
hoarse. 


She places a hand in his hair. 


“You aren’t stupid, Travis.” He’s run out of tears, but the shivering and pounding heartbeats 
haven’t subsided yet. “I won’t tell your father about the book as long as you promise, swear on 
God, you won’t behave like this, again.” 


“Yes, yes I will, I promise I will!” Travis sobs, gripping his own arms so tightly they ache. “I'll go 
to church after school, Mother.” 


She kneels down. Slowly, she wraps her arms around her son’s shoulders, pulling him in tightly. A 
wordless apology that Travis forces himself to accept. 


“Get rid of that book, or I will, myself.” She whispers into his ear, giving him a squeeze. 


Travis nods furiously. 


The opening words of Suffragette City loop in his head. 


Purple 


Chapter Notes 
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After he came to school the next day, a black eye fresh on his face, Travis stopped writing back. 


The Person keeps adding words and quotes, even small doodles now and again, but it’s been two 
weeks and things were dwindling. 


It’s not as frequent anymore. Not since Travis stopped reading. Not since he started avoiding the 
music room, where kids went during lunch to play records not allowed in class. Not since he threw 
away all his blue pens and bought a new Bible. He avoids Sally Face and his friends at all costs. 


He annoyed himself with how much it hurt. He’d gone longer not speaking to the Person than 
speaking. He imagined this was what addiction felt like; more similar to withdrawal, actually. 


In two weeks, the amount of flyers on the wall, advertising the Halloween dance, had multiplied. 
Stupid little ghosts and skeletons decorate the paper, dancing below a badly drawn disco ball. 


Travis stopped tearing them down, because there were always more next time. And Todd Morrison 
was on the planning committee: he never failed to catch Travis and give him a disapproving look. 


He was going to the dance, of course. His father was forcing him to after learning that people 
outside of the school could come. And Travis was going to be trapped with the girl from after- 
church lunch, who he hadn’t spoken to in almost three weeks. 


He wasn’t dumb when it came to realizing what people wanted from him. Whether it be leaving a 
room when he shouldn’t hear things or getting together with a stranger’s daughter, it was clear 
what was expected of him. 


Mr. McDanials was starting to take notice of the change in Travis’s mood. He never said anything 
directly, he wasn’t the type to, but he changed, too. More calling on Travis to read, more praise 
written on assignments, more smiling kindly in the halls. 


It was driving him insane. 


Too much was adding up. Too many instances and too many feelings Travis couldn’t ignore. 


Having crushes on teachers wasn’t by any means abnormal. He knew this because of the foul way 
he heard Larry Johnson speak during lunch. 


Blushing after catching people changing isn’t weird. 


Feeling warm when someone takes his feelings into consideration was to be expected. 


Burying his face in his hands after an intimate scene in a book or a suggestive lyric was reasonable. 


But, every single time, it was with men. Men and boys: their stupid smiles and voices and 
behaviors that didn’t feel the same when found in girls. 


That hot, sickly feeling he’d fallen into when he caught McDanials humming along to a crude song 
in the music room, or heard Neil whatever-his-last-name-is’s laugh was maddening. 


The worst of it all was seeing Sally Face with his hair down. 


He avoided him as much as physically possible, but in between 3rd and 4th period, after Sally’s PE 
period and before their shared math class, they had to walk the same places at the same time. 


He usually wet his hair in the sink, probably. It was always down and damp as he made his way 
through the halls, running his hands through it violently then ducking into a bathroom to situate his 
prosthetic before class. 


Travis felt sick each time. 


Or, flustered as he recently discovered. And he had the nagging thought that this couldn’t end well. 


Dance 
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The bow tie around his neck was starting to itch. Travis adjusts it again, straightening his collar and 
checking himself in a compact mirror again. 


He wasn’t fully sure what he was. Some sort of rich zombie? He was clad in most of a suit, except 
the jacket, and makeup all over his face and down his neck, making Travis look half-decomposed. 


“Are you having fun?” The girl with him asked. He never bothered to learn her name, and he didn’t 
plan on it. 


“No.” 


They’ re sitting on fold-out chairs next to the food table. Larry Johnson, dressed as Frankestein’s 
monster, had been around a few minutes ago to spike the punch, but now he was up at the DJ booth 
now, sweet talking the student working it. All the lights in the gymnasium were pink and purple, 
balloons occasionally shot into the air full speed, and it was packed to the brim. 


Travis didn’t know what to say. Or how to act. 


He hadn’t really done anything since the Person’s last note. 


“Man is least himself when he talks in his own person. Give him a mask, and he will tell you the 
truth.” 


-Oscar Wilde 


I think I know who you are 


He shudders, fiddling with one of his suspender straps. The girl reaches over and tries to hold his 
free hand, but he jerks away. Some asshole had forgotten a pen on the floor. A blue pen. Travis had 
started drawing on his wrists absentmindedly, but rolled his sleeves back down when he noticed 
the girl watching. 


“Tm getting a drink,” he announces, standing up quickly. 


“You can’t! There’s al—* suddenly, Ashley Campbell appears beside her and holds her mouth 
shut. 


Her eyes dart between the girl and a teacher chaperone in the corner. She narrows her eyes at 
Travis, but after a second, nods in the direction of the punch bowl. 


He fills his cup to the brim, drinks half of it down, then fills it again. It’s disgusting, with a horrible 
aftertaste after the fruit. He wipes his mouth on his sleeve, rubbing off some makeup with it. 
There’s a sting behind his eyes. 


The lights were all too bright. The music was so loud, and the girl he was with was fucking 
annoying. She hadn’t even done anything, but her presence alone struck a chord in Travis that he 
didn’t even know existed. He drank the rest of his cup in an attempt to clear his mind. 


“Travis!” The girl was standing, now, apparently able to break free from Ashley. She grabbed onto 
his upper arm, tight. “There’s alcohol in there!” 


She stage-whispered into his ear, and it all just sounded like noise to him. He shakes her off, a bit 
more aggressive than he should. 


“T’m aware.” He says, and the girl’s face drops into horror. “I’m going to the bathroom.” 


He pushes past her. Past the crowd, and Ashley and Todd and his boyfriend. The gym door is loud, 
but he can’t hear it through the drumming in his ears. Halls are empty, and the lights seem so 
fucking bright he feels like screaming. 


The bathroom is empty when he gets there. He gets his fingertips wet and gently places them in the 
corners of his eyes, sighing at the relief. 


It was a mistake. Coming to the dance. 


It was a mistake talking back to his parents. 


And reading those books. 


And listening to that music. 


Travis takes a few deep breaths, but his body feels warm. He can feel the sweat starting to gather 
on his back and thighs. He undoes two buttons on his shirt and takes the suspenders off of his 
shoulders. 


He gets his hands wet and presses them to his neck. They come back covered in purple and green 
pigment. 


“Fuck.” Travis says. He doesn’t swear anywhere but school. He wouldn’t dare to at home or 
church. “Fuck!” 


It feels good to let it out, occasionally. So he screams. 


Then he screams again. Because who would even hear him with all the music playing? He can hear 
it from the bathroom, lyrics loud and energetic. 


“So you think I got a funny face 
I ain't got no worries 
And I don't know why 


And I don't know why 


Oh I gotta sing with some disgrace 


T ain't in no hurry 

And I don't know why 

I don't know why anymore 
Oh no” 


Travis bends over the sink and screams again. A sharp sting hits his temples. 


When he looks back up, there’s a masked face in the mirror. Travis jumps, turning to face them, 
hands resting on the sink. 


The Jason Voorhees mask was painted precisely, with gentle detailing in the pigment. It would 
have been scarier if the person wearing it wasn’t so short. 


“You alright?” Oh. Sally Face. 


“Do I look alright?” Travis jabs. 


“You look like death.” Sally says, and Travis has to bite back a smile, just for a second. 


“What do you want, Sally Face?” 


“Kinda want to know why you’re screaming in the bathroom, Travis.” 


“Go fuck yourself.” He turns back to face the mirror, staring down at the sink. Anything, anything, 
to keep from staring at the way Sally’s face looks when his hair is pulled back like that 


There’s a pause. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” 


Travis feels numb. Maybe it’s the alcohol taking effect, but he’s sweating even more now, and 
anger spikes through him. 


“What’s that supposed to mean?” He snaps, twisting his head to look at the other boy. 


“T think you know, Travis.” 


He doesn’t even think before twisting to grab Sally by his jumpsuit’s collar, knuckles turning white 
around the dark fabric. Behind the mask, Sal’s eyes widen just slightly. 


“Do you ever shut up?” 


“No.” Sal takes a deep breath. “You’re tipsy.” 


“W-What?” 


“How much punch did you have? I can smell Vodka on you. Vodka and sweat.” He acts like Travis 
doesn’t have him alone in a room, threatening him. Instead, Sal brings a hand up to grab Travis’s 
bicep. 


It feels different than when the girl tried to do the same. 


It feels better. 


Travis loosens his grip. 


“T hate you.” 


He doesn’t mean it. Obviously he doesn’t. Quite the opposite, really. But how the hell was he 
supposed to say that? How could he without melting into the floor? 


“T hate you, too.” Sal takes his other hand and places it on Travis’s waist. 


There’s a terrible, sickly feeling flop in his stomach. He lets go of Sal completely and throws 


himself backwards, hitting a sink. His face burns, just like the rest of him. 


“What the fuck—“ 


“ “Give him a mask, and he will tell you the truth.’ ?m wearing a mask right now, so I saw it 
fitting.” Travis feels his heart drop to his feet. No, no no. That was just a fantasy, something that 
couldn’t be true— “Back row on the far left, Mr. McDanials’ room.” 


He wasn’t sure if it was the Vodka, the headache or the shock, but Travis’s knees buckled and he 
dropped like a bag of bricks. Sal reached to catch his wrist, but managed to yank himself down, 
too. 


His fantasy was true. And for some reason, that made him even more angry than if the Person was 
just a random boy. 


Because the Person wrote quotes from all those queer books and songs. The Person changed those 
lyrics to have a different meaning. The Person has scratchy, beautiful handwriting and wrote even 
when Travis didn’t. 


And the Person was all Sal. Sally Face. 


Fuck, he was in love with this asshole. 


He was also, most likely, having an anxiety attack. 


Bathroom 
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“T-I can’t breathe.” Travis tries to gulp down air, and Sal is right next to him, placing a hand on his 
back supportively. “You— you?” 


“T thought it was obvious!” 


“Clearly not!” 


Travis coughs into his sleeve a few times, taking in as many deep breaths as possible. Sal attempts 
to rub circles on his back, but Travis swats him away. Instead, Sal plants a hand on his knee and 
keeps it there. Travis doesn’t want to admit that it helps, just a bit. 


He curls into himself, body feeling hot. He pushes the sleeves of his shirt up messily. Sal’s breath 
hitches in front of him. 


Is Travis sad? Is he upset or devastated or disappointed? No. He couldn’t possibly be. Because, out 
of all the options he had in school, Sal was the best possible one. If it had been anyone else, Travis 
would never have fallen to the ground. He never would have melted into the person’s touch. He 
would never have cried; not just out of shock, but relief. 


He was, however, pissed . 


“You asshole!” A second later, he’s on top of Sal, grabbing his shoulders and shaking him. “All 
those fucking quotes! Those lyrics! What’s wrong with you?” 


Sal’s arms curl and he grabs Travis by the wrists to make him stop. “To be fair, the David Bowie 


lyrics were Larry’s idea.” 


“No wonder it was the worst one, then!” 


“Worst how?” There’s a teasing edge to his voice. 


“J—“ Travis cuts himself off. Before he says something embarrassing. He suddenly feels deeply 
uncomfortable with the position they have found themselves in. 


“Holy shit, your face is so red.” Sal laughs. No, giggles. He giggles and Travis gets even redder. 
His eyes are squinting under the Jason mask, and Travis notices how one of his eyes is so much 
brighter than the other. “I’ve never seen you blush before.” 


“T do all the time around you.” He says without thinking. His eyes widen and he slaps a hand over 
his mouth. 


“Oh.” 


Travis had never wanted to pass away more than that moment. 


“T’m blaming that on the alcohol.” 


“To be fair, I blush around you, too.” 


“How am I supposed to know that?” Travis scowls. 


“Oh...yeah.” Sal giggles again. His scowl drops. 


“T’ve never heard you laugh before.” 


“Yeah? Huh, didn’t notice. I do it more when I drink. I think I’ve heard you laugh, once. When 


Larry tripped and ate shit in the hallway three weeks ago.” 


Travis inhales, trying not to laugh again at the memory. 


“Sorry...” 


“You have a cute laugh, I forgive you.” 


Travis takes a few moments to process the words that just left Sal’s mouth. He blankly stares down 
at the boy, and he can feel the lurch in his stomach. He doesn’t know whether to attack Sal or kiss 
him. 


Wait, what? 


He was well aware that he had a crush on Sal now. It was pretty obviously a crush this entire time. 
But...wanting to kiss him? Wanting to kiss anyone wasn't something that happened to Travis. 


How the fuck could he kiss Sal in the first place? Like, lift up the mask, or anywhere but the face? 


“Can I try something?” Travis mumbles. Sal’s head cocks to the side, and he pushes himself up on 
his forearms. He looks curious. Amused. Travis feels like slamming his face into the mirrors. 


“Go ahead.” 


He moves slowly, giving Sal plenty of time to back away if he wanted to. Giving him plenty of 
time to push Travis out of his lap and curse at him if he suddenly changed his mind. Plenty of time 
to— 


Sal closes his eyes and meets him in the middle, the plastic of the Jason mask bumping against his 
mouth and nose. 


They stay like that for a second or two, then pull away. Travis licks his lips and it tastes like the 
floor of a costume shop. 


He doesn’t mind. 


One of Sal’s hands is still on Travis's wrist. He moves it in between the two, and his fingers trace 
over the blue flowers he had drawn back in the gym. 


Then Sal grabs Travis’s hand and presses it to his own neck, leaning into the touch. 


“J—uh,” Travis just stares, “everything feels bubbly.” 


“Mihm.” 


“And I feel warm. Like I’m going to implode.” 


“Yeah?” 


“Ts this normal?” 


“What? The week long conversation we had through a desk? The fact that it was all quotes from 
gay stuff? The fact that you’re sitting on my lap and we just kissed through a Jason Voorhees 
mask?” Sal sounds like he’s on the brink of bursting into laughter. Because, when he frames it that 
way, it’s all so fucking insane that Travis might start crying. 


Gay. That was the first time he had heard it been used in a context outside of insulting someone. 
Mostly used by him, to be fair. 


“Well when you put it that way—* 


Sal guides Travis’s wrist against his neck, right under his ear. The edge of Sal’s mask stops there, 
and his jaw is resting on Travis’s arm. It’s warm and good. So good. Travis wonders for a split 
second how his mom would react if she knew what he was doing. 


“T noticed you drawing on yourself a while ago.” Sal says. “Always blue ink. Was there a reason 
for that, or...?” 


“Bitch.” 


“T guess you won’t tell me, then. I like it, though.” He knows. He definitely knows. “Can you get 
up for a sec?” 


Even though his legs feel like jelly, he does his best to stand up, and lifts Sal off the floor, too. The 
other boy walks to the bathroom door and locks it. Travis is shocked that no one had walked in on 
them before. In addition to the door, Sal also flips the lights off. 


Travis was never scared of the dark, even as a child. But, given the situation, his heart started 
pounding through his chest. 


“Do you trust me?” Sal clears his throat, the there’s an odd clicking sound that echoes through the 
empty bathroom. 


“As much as I can trust someone.” Travis swallows audibly. “Why?” 


“Can you close your eyes? Just for a second.” 


“T can’t see anything in the dark.” 


“Just do it, okay?” 


“Okay.” 


There’s another clicking sound, and Travis shuts his eyes. He can feel Sal in front of him. A couple 
inches shorter, warm, smelling like cleaning supplies with a faint trace of marijuana. 


Sal takes a deep breath, and the next thing Travis knows, there’s something against his lips. It feels 
sort of like another mouth. Only half of it does. The rest is like pressing his lips to the hard skin of 


his knee, or something similar. It’s soft, though. Travis raises his hand to cup the side of Sal’s jaw 
and oh. 


Oh. Because the mask isn’t there. Oh , because he’s kissing Sal’s mouth. And oh, because he starts 
kissing back and Sal sighs happily when Travis moves his back back down, instead grabbing him 
by the bicep. 


“Will you—* Travis forces himself to pull back, but he keeps his eyes closed. “Will you remember 
this, tomorrow?” 


“Tm not that drunk. Of course I will.” 


“Will you regret it tomorrow?” 


“Fuck no,” and Sal leans forward to kiss him again. “Will you?” 


“No.” Of course not. Travis honestly doesn’t think he’s ever wanted anything more than to just 
stay with Sal like this. Just live in their own little world for a while longer. 


“Good.” 


He doesn’t know what’ll happen when they finally decide to leave the bathroom. He has no clue 
what to say when he sees his ‘date’ back in the gym, or what to say to Sal when they see each other 
next time they’re in school. He’ll have to pray really hard that things end up well. 


But for now, none of that matters. The only thing he cares about his Sal’s hand cupping his cheek 
and the stupid music they can just barely hear coming from the dance. 


All that matters is now. And Travis doesn’t want to let it go too soon, no matter what. 


“Hey, Travis?” 


“Hm?” 


“Do you hear what song is playing?” 


“no?” 


“Listen.” 


“Tonight the music seems so loud 


I wish that we could lose this crowd 


Maybe it's better this way 


We'd hurt each other with the things we'd want to say” 


“God dammit,” Travis groans. 


Sal cackles, and Travis decides this is his favorite song in the world. 
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